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Anger 


He stared in disbelief, mouth gaping open. His team of lawyers let loose an audible groan and then immediately 
circled around the front man, the face of Megadeth. He lost. That backstabbing, conniving motherfucker 
actually won the case. He had to pay the man eighteen million dollars. EIGHTEEN MILLION DOLLARS! Does he 
have any idea what that's going to do to Dave? Any idea what this will mean for his family? He leaned forward 
and looked past one of his lawyers, across the courtroom and got a glimpse of David smiling and shaking his 


lawyers hand. Fucking leech. 


Over the next few months, the Mustaine family was forced from their very comfortable estate home, into a 
smaller, modest home within the city limits. The horses had to be sold, along with the Aston Martin. Dave 
stood in the drive, hands balled into fists, thrust into his pockets. Fingernails dug deep into his palms. He 
watched his beloved car get loaded up. Everything he worked so hard for was gone in the blink of an eye. Well, 
that's not entirely true. Ironically, Dave was building his fortune with one hand and simultaneously destroying it 


with the other over the past 20 years. 


Dave knew he had to get off his ass and put together a band. He had to get some songs going, get a new 
album going, make some money for his family. But he had no ambition. David had taken that along with his 
entire life's work. He knew it was a bad idea but he'd taken to constantly checking Facebook and Twitter to see 


how David was pissing away his hard earned money. So he bought a new house for his family and he built a 
big youth center. Well, that's typical, isn't it? Fucking little goodie-goodie. In truth, seeing David standing in front 
of the doorway, cutting the ribbon, made the redhead smile. Leave it to David to take Dave's money and do 
something good with it. 


But things had become dire. Nobody seemed to want to work with him. The wife and the kids hated him, they'd 
threatened to leave. It was the last thing he wanted to do but the only thing that occupied his thoughts. He 
had to see David. Ask him to help. Ask him to reconsider all of this madness. Beg him for table scraps. 
Amazingly enough, the fucking little leech agreed to meet him at their house. The house nobody knew they 
shared together. It was a cute, Spanish style ranch nestled in the foothills outside of Phoenix. It was perfect 
for long weekends together, just the two of them. It was, essentially, their love nest. The place where they 
were the happiest because it was the only place that saw them at their best, where they could be themselves 
with each other. Now it belonged to only David and Dave felt like an intruder, a visitor. 


David was already there, as evidenced by the new, very ostentatious Mercedes convertible in the drive. Dave 
shook his head and scowled at it, resisting the urge to run his key down the side of the car. He took a deep 
breath and opened the front door. 


He found David sitting with one leg crossed over the other knee, in a chair dragged from the dining room, 
facing the door. Damn, he looked good. His soft, golden brown, long hair framed his face perfectly. His hands sat 
coolly on the arms of the chair. Expensive shoes, expensive, tight, black trousers. Around his neck sat the 


thick, silver chain that Dave had given him. His ‘collar. Well, that was fucking insulting. 
"Crawl, Dave, crawl," were the only words from the man. 

"Nol" he barked. 

"Get on your knees or get the fuck out of my house," David hissed through gritted teeth. 


Dave realized there was no move for him here so he slowly slid down to his knees in front of his former 


lover. 


"Want some of this?" And David fanned out a stack of cash and waved it at the redhead. "Want to make sure 
your kids eat tonight? Want to make sure your wife doesn’t divorce you AGAIN? Get crawling." 


"What are you gonna make me do next, Junior, suck your cock?" 
"Well, now that you mention it." And he gave his impression of that famous Mustaine sneer. "You've put me 
through so much shit, Dave. You broke me. Time for you to pay. And call me David. Have a little fucking 


respect for me just this once." 


| DID pay! To the tune of eighteen million! I'm not doing this! No!" 


With a callous shrug, he replied, "Suit yourself. | gotta get going, anyway. Taking the kids on a ski trip up to 
Whistler. Maybe after that, we'll hit the beach in Bora Bora." 


"Wait! Um, are you gonna..will you help..me?" 
"How about .. no. Not now, not ever. Never again, Dave." 
"But." 


David uncrossed his legs and jammed the toe of that expensive shoe under Dave's chin to lift it. "Should be 
more careful who you mess with, shouldn't you? Enjoy your trailer park home and KFC. Make sure wifey 
doesn't eat too much of it, otherwise she'll be turning in to trailer trash. Oh, my bad, she already is. Later, 


Dave." 
"OKAY! Okay, I'll do it. Just once, though, right?" 


"Haha! HAHAHAHA! How many times did | do it, Dave? How many times? Do you even know? Did any of them 


mean a single fucking thing to you??" 
"|-| did it once or twice.." 


"Yeah, once or twice in nearly 20 years. What was | to you, Dave? A one night stand which never went away? 
That's how you made me feel. Now get the fuck outta my sight and never come back. | hope you rot in your 
trailer park, you worthless piece of shit” 


"WHAT DO YOU WANT FROM ME, JUNIOR??" His voice was loud and defiant at first, anger getting the better 
of him. As it usually did. And then Dave relented. "Do you want me to apologize for ruining you? For taking 
everything good about you and killing it? For desperately needing you to be underneath me in every imaginable 
way? Is that what you want to hear? Well then, I'm sorry! I'm sorry for destroying you and for." He broke 
down. He fought so hard not to let this happen but David's cruelty, above everything, cut him straight to his 
heart. 


"And for what?" 


He sobbed. He lowered his chin to his chest and quietly fought to regain control. "For." His throat constricted. 
He couldn't say it. Couldn't admit his biggest error. 


"Say it!" 
"For thinking what | was doing was loving you." 


David's sinister laugh echoed off the walls. "You didn't LOVE me! You USED me! Used me every which way you 


could." 


"| didnt!" 


"You did, Dave! If you could get it from me, you did. Now hold your hands out. I'm gonna finish them off once 


and for all." 


Before stretching out toward Junior, the trembling hands wiped across wet, tear stained, stinging eyes. The 


same eyes that finally found the courage to look up. "Do whatever will help you forgive me." 

David chuckled. "Oh, | will, Dave. | will. By the time l'm finished with you, you'll be truly forgiven" He slid out of 
the chair, onto his knees before Dave and took his right hand in both of his. "Now, do you want to hear your 

bones break? Or would you rather | go and get some hearing protection for you?" He snickered. "That's a joke. 
Protection You never used it, did you, Dave? Caught all kinds of things from you. Surprised l'm still alive with 

some of the diseases you gave me." David sneered, he slowly began to bend back Dave's thumb. "But you're 


the disease. And I'm the vaccine, here to protect the world from you." 


As the thumb bent at an almost impossible angle, no wincing, no hissing came from Dave. Just a quiet, 


hiccuping sob and a whispered, "I love you." 

"NO! No, you don't!" 

A little louder. "I love you." 

"STOP SAYING THAT" 

A very loud voice now, coming up straight from the depths of his soul, "I love youl” 
"NO YOU DON'T! YOU'VE NEVER LOVED ME AND YOU NEVER WILL!" 


The joints creaked and Dave winced as the bone finally broke. Realising what he'd done, David moved back, skin 
paling, the bile rose in his throat. Panting, Dave held his hand, head lowered, sweat dripping from his forehead. 


"| love you, David," he hissed through the pain. "I-I've always l-loved you. You j-just chose n-not to believe it" 
"WHY DIDN'T YOU STOP ME?! WHY WOULD YOU LET ME DO THAT?" 


‘| meant what | said. Whatever will help you forgive me. Take the money, break my body. | don't care. But don't 


leave me. Please don't leave me." 


Shaking, David got to his feet and stormed through the house. "I am leaving you, Davel I'm leaving you for 
good, and that's it." 


Grabbing the first aid kit, he stormed back to Dave, anger boiling through him. He was more angry at himself 


than Dave. Angry for intentionally hurting someone. Intentionally hurting the one person he'd ever loved.. 
"Give me your hand" 
"No." Dave stubbornly bent over more, holding his hand against his chest, shielding it from David. 


"GIVE ME YOUR HAND, DAVE! I'm not risking you getting another fucked up hand injury and never playing again. 
Do you honestly think I'm that sick?!" 


"You are that sick And it's my fault. If you really need to go, then go. You deserve more." 
"You're damn right, | deserve more," David spat. 


Flicking open the green box, David pulled out a small splint and a roll of medical tape. Grabbing Dave's hand, he 
ignored the scream of agony as he straightened out his thumb, quickly taping the splint to it before he could 
protest. 


"Yeah, I'm sick. You said it. And it is all your fault. You pushed me to that, you know that, right? You pushed 
me to do everything. | was NICE before | met you, asshole.” 


"You were everything | wasn't," Dave muttered, "You were everything | wished | could be. And when | realized | 
never would, | set out to kill all of those good things. To bring you down to my level. Looks like | finally 


succeeded." 


Growling, David pushed the redhead away from him. "Why, Dave? Why couldn't you just have loved me for 
me? Why'd you have to destroy everything good? Why couldn't you just be HAPPY, huh?" 


Dave didn't reply, didn't move or make any sound at all. He was still as he sat back on his heels, head still bent, 


forming a curtain of orange hair to hide his face. 


Sniffling, David moved away. Leaning against a wall, he hugged his knees and stared at the man before him. "I 


loved you," he murmured. "I loved you with all my heart." 


"You were stupid for that. Look at what | was! A monster! A selfish, destructive monster and, no matter what 
| did to you or said to you, you wouldn't stop. Imagine living with that knowledge, huh? That someone you don't 
deserve a single bit loves you so blindly. | hated you for that. That you were capable of it. And here | was, | 
had this perfect, wonderful source of light right in front of me and | couldn't love you the way you deserved. 
And | probably still cant" With every ounce of courage he had, Dave lifted his head to look at David. "But | 
would give everything to try." 


Shaking, David lifted his eyes, knowing that they were raw and red with tears. "You're a monster? Really? 
You're not the one who so blindly beat their lover because they dared to ask for those most basic of human 


necessities. You're not the one who stood by as their lover was beaten, too scared to step in and stop it" 


Taking a deep breath, he crawled across the floor and knelt before Dave, looking into the tired and worn face. 
"You loved me. You protected me. Hell, you even gave me everything you had. And all because | asked" Nudging 
Dave's knees apart, David knelt between them, his nose pressed to the redhead's, the tears coming again "Will 


you love me again?" 
"No. Not again." 
David sighed and backed off. "Why?" 


"Because, David, whether | was doing it the right way or the wrong way, | was always loving you. | never 
stopped. And | never will. Whatever you want, whatever you need, it's yours. You want the money? Take it all. 
You want to break more of my bones? Have at it" 


"No, | don't want the money. | don't want to break your bores. I've already broken your heart. Do you honestly 
think I'm going to keep on going until there's nothing left of you? You mean the world to me, Dave. | don't want 


anyone else in my life. Just you... 


"I've broken yours probably a million and one times. We're nowhere close to even" A ghost of a smile flashed 


across his lips. 

Moving closer, David stared into the hurt hazel eyes before him. The pain still flared through him. The pain of 
hurting the one he loved. "Well, let me heal you then. Let me show you this mystical world you believe you 
don't belong in. Let me teach you how to love." 

"You already have. Every day since the moment we've met, David, up until and including this day. | strive to be 
the person | see in you. You're amazing, so beautiful, inside and out." He reached for David's face and held it 


gently. The wrapped thumb sticking out like, well, a sore thumb. 


"Let me take you to the hospital. Let's get this taken care of properly," David said softly, carefully caressing 
Dave's hand. 


"It feels just fine." 


"You're a liar. Come on, up we go." He helped the other man stand and, for a moment, merely looked into his 


eyes. "I'm so sorry, Dave." 

"No more apologies. | had it coming. All of it. | had it all coming to me." 

While they waited in the emergency room, David slipped an arm around the redhead's shoulders and held him 
close to his side. They talked quietly about the future and what it held for them. Dave wanted (needed) to get 


back to work but this new injury would set him back several weeks. 


"Stay at the house with me," David offered. "Just you and me, like we used to be." 


"What about everybody else?" He meant their families but couldn't come out and say that. 
"We'll take care of it" 


For the first time in his life, Dave merely sighed and nestled into David a little deeper. He gave up control right 
then and there, trusting his partner to handle everything. He purred softly when David's hand petted through 
his hair. 


With a proper splint and wrap around his right hand and a bill, script for painkillers in his left, he allowed David 
to help him into the car. 


"Not gonna get that filled, are you?" David asked wearily, talking about the prescription for the vicodin 
"No. Here, throw it away." 


"Does it really hurt?" the bassist asked quietly as he stuffed the slip of paper into his pocket. "| mean, maybe 
you should if it hurts a lot.” 


"It feels terrific," replied Dave with a small laugh. "Hey." He swiveled his head around, looking at the interior of 


the car. "These windows tinted?" 
Giving him a sideways glace, David raised an eyebrow. "Yeah. Why?" 
Dave grinned. "Stay still and don't crash us." 


Squirming, David made himself comfortable, eyes on the road. When fingers tugged at his zipper, he nearly 
swerved into the central reservation. When Dave's mouth closed over his cock, his eyes momentarily fell shut. 
Warm lips moved up and down his rapidly hardening length, Dave's tongue finding every point which made him 
shudder and moan. Driving was becoming impossible, his vision swimming. It was so long since he'd last felt 
something so divine, a dream he'd held dear, and one he never thought would come true. He hoped that there 
would never be another fight. That they'd never have to come to blows again. Money meant nothing to him. 
The case had been nothing more than a way to get Dave's attention. When they returned home, he'd log on to 


his bank and transfer the money back to Dave. It would be a nice surprise when he next checked his balance. 


Dave swallowed his cock, throat tightening around him, and pulling David back to the present. Taking a hand 
from the wheel, he ran his fingers over the thick waves of hair which covered his thighs, working against 
Dave's scalp and encouraging him lower. The redhead didn't seem to mind, purring as he suckled the base of 


David's cock. 


It was too much for him to bear and, with a deep, guttural groan, he came. Dave carried on, working at him 


until every last drop was gone. Pulling back, he wiped his mouth with the back of his splinted hand. 


"You always did have the perfect mouth for that." David leered at him, mouth twisted into a sneer as he 
coasted to a halt. "Now, get the fuck outta my car!" 


"David!" The shock on Dave's face was enough to make him laugh. 


"Just kidding. Come here." 


Arms went around him, lips finding his own for a sweet, warm kiss. The perfect welcome home. 


